Poems Sent into Outer Space 
and Another Dimension via Radio 
in 2024 


l. 


I don't recognize 

it now 

the immaculate dove 
the whole world 

has become 

full of crows 

perched upon 

tree branches 

street lights 
rooftops 

in the cities of noise 
and commotion 
yes.ee..there are crows 
everywhere now 

some are perched 

upon music boxes 

so that they cannot play 
so that they 

cannot open 

and play 

such music of innocence 


KE 


- 6/23/2024 


2e 


I am now 

wishing for 

the shadow 

wishing for 

the candle 

wishing for 

the omens 

from an oracle's voice 
toni ght....the world 
resonates little 

with me 

tonight I feel 

marooned here 

in my own land 

tonight in this darkness 
with so little moonlight 
I shall search 

for the most perfect orchid 
a broken mirror 

pages torn 

from other pages 

urns full of rainwater 

I shall search for the cat 
that I am to follow 
towards the dawn 


KE 


- 6/18/2024 


Je 


The power 

of a sunrise 

seems so eternal 

it can be as if 

the light of Heaven 
were dancing 

with the Earth 

each sunrise 

it can be a gateway 
through which to explore 
the inner plateaus 

of our dreams 

each sunrise 

can be an epiphany 

a realization 

of time itself 

of its tapestry 

the power of a sunrise 
can be revelation 
through cosmic light 
a shining miracle 
rising over the world 
as we perceive it 


KEE 


- 6/19/2024 


4e 


When I looked up 

to the Moon 

I saw a glowing forest 
within the forest 
were some remnants 
of my old dreams 
some....from many 
years ago 

I never knew 

never suspected 

that they were 
hidden there 

perhaps it took 

the right conditions 
the right 

alignment of stars 
for this glowing forest 
to become visible 

to my eyes 

and to find once more 
those dreams 

that I had once 
awoken from 


EEE 


- 6/23/2024 


5e 


For so long 

my soul 

was filled 

with false illusions 
grains of sand 
scattered 

to an inevitable wind 
for so long 

I was deceived 

by worldly mirages 
until I could 

no longer deny 

the falsehood 

of their nature 

for so long 

I had wandered 

a barren desert 

which I myself 

had brought into being 
wandering alone there 
under the dimmer light 
of a false Sun 


KEE 


- 6/21/2024 


6. 


They say 

this is a night 

of the Moon 

the sky is clear 

and starry 

on balconies 

there's a few cats 
wondering if the Moon 
is a ball of yarn 

far out in the ocean 
there are sea serpents 
dreaming as they live 
on the Giza plateau 
there's a raven 
perched atop 

one of the pyramids 
not the highest 

one of the others 

the raven 

is listening for something 
it keeps its own secrets 
under the bright Moon 


KEE 


- 6/22/2024 


Te 


Out here 

on a ship 

in the Pines 

a ship of thoughts 

of dreams 

in the ethereal Pines 
out here 

on a ship 

sailing upon 

the morning light 
there are whisperings 
I can hear them 
emerging 

from the ethereal Pines 
they are speaking 
about some things 

I can comprehend 

and some things 

I cannot 

a primordial mist 
rises from the water 
it is the essence 

of many centuries 
rising towards 

the great fire 

in the sky 

as we sail on by 

upon the morning light 


KE 


- 6/23/2024 


8. 


Sometimes 

when we think we are 
imagining things 

we are seeing things 
that exist 

on another plateau 
of reality 

I've seen such a place 
when I closed my eyes 
I could see 

more clearly then 
than I could ever 

see before 

there was such brightness 
such brightness 

upon this plateau 
there was not 

one Sun 

but three 

ascended in radiant alignment 
shining with 
immortality’s light 


KE 


- 6/23/2024 


9. 


Does your voice 

still recognize my voice 
would you know me 

as you once did 

even now 

as I wander 

through this life 

in madness 

did you always suspect 
that I would go mad someday 
did you always know 
that this world 

was never my true home 
did you keep 

these thoughts from me 
with intention 

did you knowingly choose 
to never warn me 


KE 


- 6/18/2024 


10. 


I was once lost 

in a house of mirrors 
I could not perceive 
what was real 

and what was illusion 
until I realized 

that each illusion 
was real 

and what I believed 
was real 

was also 

in truth 

an illusion 

and a door 

was eventually 
opened for me 

and I walked 

through it 

into sunlight 


KE 


- 6/19/2024 


ll. 


It seems 

that whenever 

I attempt 

to lift my thoughts 
my very soul 

towards the brightness 
this world 

throws out its shadows 
to overtake me 

as this world 

is a harvest 

of shadows 

a bounty of shadows 
they grow 

like ancient vines 
perfected 

in their creation 


KE 


- 6/22/2024 


12. 


I knew 

that I should have 
gotten out there 
about an hour earlier 
earlier 

out in 

the deep 

pine woods 

South Jersey 

morning light 

but a little late 
for the golden light 
the golden hour 

the hour of alchemy 
the eternal ceremony 
of sky 

light 

and spirit 


KE 


- 6/28/2024 


13. 


Now is the time 

of the song 

that is not a song 
red roses 

Greek goddess statue 
moon-glow 

doves 

rampaging electricity 
lighting of Zeus 
touching 

the asphalt world 
from the old 

red brick building 
now is the time 

of the violin 

it?s strings 

are urns pouring 
water of Elysium 
upon the red roses 
close by 

the goddess statue 
with eyes transfixed 
upon dimensional portals 
in the azure sky 


KE 


- 6/30/2024 


14. 


Little Rome Station : Pt. 1 


There's a place 

a spot 

aways out 

on a trail 

in the Pine Barrens 

that I hike down often 
it's at something 

of a bend in the trail 
there's a row of trees 
and beyond that 
something of a vast clearing 
this particular spot 
caught my eye 

on many occasions 

while I was hiking 

down this trail 

since I'm usually 

out there with my camera 
hoping to get 

some good pictures 

I'm more often than not 
out there very early 
just as the Sun is rising 
and there is something 
something mystical 

about this place 

as it appears at sunrise 
the row of trees 

mostly conceals 

the clearing beyond 

yet it appears 

that there's something there 
the way the early light 
shines on this place 

it triggered a vision 

in my imagination 

and the same vision 
appeared to me 


on many occasions 
EEE 


15. 


As these two mirrors 

are placed 

facing each other 

I exist 

within the world 

of the seventh reflection 


KE 


- 7/3/2024 


16. 


It was a day 

not so spectacular 
not so remarkable 
not so gilded 

with Apollo's 
radiant light 

an Olympian chariot 
falls from the sky 
lands on a windmill 
the windmill 

is out of action 

the scarecrows 
hardly notice 

but they do essa little 
today was just 
another day 

working for the overlords 
of bureaucracy 

and that is not 

so remarkable 

as one would expect 


KE 


- 6/24/2024 


lT. 


This morning 

I'm wandering through 
the valley 

where the Pine trees 
touch the sky 

of Valhalla 


KEE 


- 7/3/2024 


18. 


Waking up 

in the morning 
stuck again 

between worlds 

the endless cycle 
the grind 

nine to five 

it's approaching 
like a shrouded Sun 
setting swept up 

in it again 

going in there 

stuck between worlds 
the hourglass 

never seems 

to sway from 

its purpose 

when more significance 
is given 

to the machinery 
than to the flowers 
the shrouded Sun 
keeps rising higher 
above the streets 

of this 

modern-day ritual 
now I'm waking up 
and going in 

the visions of my soul 
must temporarily 

be put aside 

as I'm in there 

nine to five 

still a little stuck 
between worlds 


KE 


- 6/29/2024 


19. 


It's sunrise 

but not much 

of a sunrise 

it's bleak 

and I dragged myself 
out of bed 
unwillingly 

I've got to be 

at the day job 
before long 

the cycle continues 
the cycle 

has bat wings 

sharks teeth 

hydra eyes 

and the Sun 

is mostly clouded over 
and car exhaust 
anoints the asphalt 
like incense 

and the birds 

keep chirping 
because they are oblivious 
to my fate 

stuck in the cycle 


KE 


- 6/24/2024 


20. 


Little Rome Station : Pt. 3 


The vision in the Pines 
The Eternal City 

as it looked 

at dawn 

thousands of years 

before this one 

glowing and gilded 

in golden sunrise 

there was something 
about this particular 
spot on the trail 

that caused me 

to see this vision often 
there was something mystical 
about this small patch 
of the Pines 

as if it were a portal 

a gateway 

to another place and time 


KE 


- 7/3/2024 


2l. 


I tangled the wires 

in just the right 
alchemical sequence 

of entanglement 

the transmitter 

to the stars 

was glowing 

with emerald philosophy 
Dionysian verse 

would be transmitted 
here this day 

to Vega 

to Regulus 

to Aladfar 

yes...to Aladfar...yes 
with distilled clarity 
many times over 

the verses would be sent 
to Aladfar 

where alien probes 
begin their journey 
from crystalline plateaus 
of holographic flowers 


KE 


- 7/3/2024 


22. 


Inside 

the office building 
there was an emerald cobra 
into its eyes 

my soul was thrown 
into an eternal desert 
where I could foresee 

a light of destiny 
shining from 

the five suns above 
with a little affection 
and good cheer 

I saw the harlequins 
dancing down 

the desert road 

to Luxor 

where ancient whispers 
can be heard 

upon very ancient wind 


KE 


- 7/3/2024 


256 


I'm sending 

some poems out 
into the cosmos 
into the vastness 
that is out there 
and I suppose 

that no one 

will ever read them 
yet perhaps 
someday 

somebody out there 
will know 

that someone 

sent out something 
they won't know 
what it was 

just that 

it was something 
so here I go 
sending out 
something 

that will eventually 
reach somewhere 


EEE 


- 7/4/2023 


24. 


Listening to the Sun's 
metallic orchestra 
over AM radio 

in stupor 

of a thought wormhole 
once out in the Pines 
while I was listening 
a voice came through 
the AM static 

and said very clearly 
"the flying saucers" 
the confirmation of it 
hit me like 

an epiphany from Odin 
now I felt caught 
between the strings 
of string theory 

I looked down 

at my phone 

no one had called 
suddenly it seemed 
like no one else 

was out there 

nothing to be heard 
but for the metallic 
solar symphonies 

from above 


KE 


- 7/4/2024 


25. 


Haunted 

by her memory 
across a sea 

of centuries 

by her eyes 

which are as bright 
and eternal 

as stars 


EEE 


- 7/6/2024 


26. 


I climbed 

and climbed 

the highest mountain 
in a dream 

the highest mountain 
I had ever seen 

for days and days 

I climbed 

or so it seemed 

in that dream 

that blurred 

into my consciousness 
I climbed 

the highest mountain 
to see her there 

as the Sun 

at dawn 

rising over 

my entire life 

as she is my Sun 

my star that brings 
the morning light 


KE 


- 7/6/2024 


27. 


In a dream 

I saw her face 

from a thousand 
lives ago 

she was my flower 

in a desert 

where we heard 

the echoes of angels 
saw the light 

of palaces 

upon the clouds 

as stars would shine 
into our souls 

a thousand lives ago 
in a desert 

that now exist 

in a realm of dreams 
in the sky of the dawn 


KE 


- 7/6/2024 


28. 


One minute 

I'm cool 

I'm calm 

I'm motivated 

the next 

mania 

despair 

a void 

opening in the soul 
it happens quickly 
the world 

can really get to you 
but you still must try 
to struggle on 

break the chains 

go against the current 
step out of the cycle 
it can all happen 

so quickly 

so you must respond 
quickly 

get into your car 
drive to a forest 

go down a trail 
listen.ee..listen 

the birds have much 
to tell you 

in their songs 


EEE 


- 7/7/2024 


29. 


Last night 

I saw a castle 
floating by 

upon a moonlit cloud 
last night 

I saw the Aurora Borealis 
touching 

the crimson roses 

last night 

I saw a dream 

escape into the sky 
and return 

as a bat 

circling a streetlight 
last night 

last night 

I'm not really sure 
what it was 

yet it seems so 

far beyond 

so out of place 
something far different 
from just 

any old night 

in this world 


KE 


- 7/7/2024 


50. 


Morning time 

the Sun rising 

the light 

is immaculate 

and that's 

what it takes 

this immaculate light 
from the Sun 

for me to get by 

in the world 

of course....it's not 
there every day 

but it's there enough 
without it 

I think that 

before long 

I would go mad 

in this world 

this world could 
bring that about quickly 
if there wasn't 

this immaculate sunlight 


KE 


- 7/8/2024 


31. 


At about noon 

the desert caravan 
collided 

with the sunbeams 

of Apollo's mind 

both sages and thieves 
wandered off 

into the desert 

each following 

his own mirage 

each disappearing 
into a place 

that was only revealed 
to their own eyes 


KE 


- 7/8/2024 


526 


Little muses 

in the forest 

of wine 

little muses 

in the forest 

of vines 

I walked 

I wandered 

until I could see 

the snow 

on the peaks 

a horizon of mountains 
and there was the ladder 
from Earth 

to Valhalla 


KE 


- 7/8/2024 


33-6 


That lovely place 

in the forest 

is a threshold 

to dreams 

to stars 

to eternity 

every so often 

if you wander around 
and look about 

at just the right moment 
such places 

will reveal themselves 
and once you see 

such lovely places 
it'll be hard 

to forget them 

they'll exist 

within your soul 

like an old photograph 
on the mantle 


KE 


- 7/9/2024 


34. 


Lastly I sing 

just as the last 

of the night's stars 
fade into the appearance 
of the morning sky 
lastly I sing 

and I surmise 

that my song 

is the last song 

of this night 

soon it will be bright 
be light 

in the azure sphere 
bright across the valleys 
bright upon 

the mountains 

the words 

of my song 

will echo 

only for a short time 

as I sing the last song 
as dreamers are drifting 
towards awakening 


EEE 


- 7/9/2024 


356 


Perhaps you look 

at an empty room 

and see nothing 

I see vast horizons 
radiant candlelight 
born of imagination 
perhaps your perceptions 
are attuned 

to the more material things 
and yet there is more 

a greater reality 

hidden all around us 

and in truth 

the empty room 

is indeed an ocean 

an ocean of visions 

if you only let yourself 
behold it 


KE 


- 7/10/2024 


36. 


I have found 

a window 

through which to gaze 
upon the twilight sea 
it is not located 

at any place out there 
it is in a place 

in here 

within 

the window 

to the twilight sea 
is in that place 
within me 

where visions linger 
like a sea mist 

as the Sun 

is setting 


KE 


- 7/11/2024 


STe 


I see 

I see 

the candles 
flickering 

in windows 

the candles 

in the windows 

this eerie town now 
is half lit up 
these candles 
they're not as bright 
as the lantern 

of Diogenes 

but they'll make do 
in the quiet town 
also in search 

of the honest ones 


KE 


- 7/12/2024 


38. 


I don't have much 
to say tonight 

the stars 

are still up 

in the nightly sky 
twinkling 

just like they were 
thousands of years ago 
on the plateau 

of the Pyramids 

on the shores 

of the Nile 

over the statues 
gazing out 

upon the sea 

at Athens 

the very same stars 
that I see 

in the sky above 
here tonight 

in Jersey 


KE 


- 7/12/2024 


39-6 


The lone shell 

by the edge 

of the sea 

by the edge 

of the world 

the glowing 
radiance 

of moonlight 

its music 

ever celestial 
always celestial 
as it was 

in Antioch and Thebes 
as it is now 

in St. Louis 

and Atlantic City 


KE 


- 7/17/2024 


4l. 


I behold 

a castle 

upon an island 

of cloud 
there....over the sea 
over my beloved sea 
it is a castle from 
I know not where 
what place? 

what time? 

and as astounding 
as it may be 

to behold 

there is something 
most familiar 

about it to me 

as if the castle there 
the castle upon 

an island of cloud 
were from a place 
where I've been before 
where I've been 

just at first light 
of dawn 

a place....a scene 

of a calm sea 

just beginning 

to glare 

as if of a dream 


KEE 


- 7/15/2024 


42. 


She was a spider 

I didn't know it then 
I thought 

she was a flower 

but she was really 

a black widow of zen 
smiling lovely 

those sweetest smiles hiding 
daggers and assassins blades 
she would not allow me 
my own philosophy 

it was to be 

a gulag of silence 

for me 

me and my own 
idealist way 

she would not have 
such a thing 

there must be 

a rigid order 

in the red garden 


KE 


- 71/17/2024 


43. 


I could not 

would not 

go back to 

the abyss of her name 
she was a serpent 

in a desert 

of vultures 

and meteors 

at noon 

the Sun 

will punish us all 
our ideologues 

are out of alignment 
we think sometimes 
things are righteous 
when they are in truth 
totalitarian 

she only pretended 
her expertise 

was always a mirage 
her eyes are crystal balls 
you can look 

into them and see 

a witch's black cat 
staring back 


KE 


- 7/17/2024 


44. 


The first few 
grains of sand 

of the shore 

where the waves 
touch the shore 

the first few 
grains of sand 

that is where we are 
the shore 

of a great sea 

so vast 

we could never 
comprehend 

where we are at 

is just the beginning 
the veryeeevery 
beginning 

and so there we are 
and there is the sea 
that we could never comprehend 
before us 


KE 


- 7/18/2024 


45. 


I'm colliding 

I'm colliding 

with a heavy mist 
inevitable it all seems 
such a fate 

was always 

my elusive shadow 
through the mist 

I emerge 

in a place of candles 
now that my eyes are open 
now that I am 

most aware 

when I return 

I will collide 

I will collide 

with an azure sky 

and the sunlight 


KE 


- 7/18/2024 


45. 


A symphony 

under the red 

Blood Moon 

the harvest anointed 

I am whistling 

there are caterpillars near 
they are whistling to 
enchanted requiems 

of the rose's thorns 
the playing cards 
strewn across the table 
two Queens 

one King 

the five diamonds 

the five hearts 

there now 

on a tree branch 

a crow 

it does not whistle 

it purifies our vices 
with its primordial eyes 


KE 


- 7/18/2024 


46. 


The wolves 

are howling 

at the Moon 

the Moon 

is howling at nothing 
the doves sleep 

the pigeons sleep 

the sparrows sleep 

the owl is wide awake 
the snake is awake 
yet meditating again 
its mind drifting 
across astral valleys 
full of tulips 

and so it begins 

a cycle as clandestine 
as a super nova 

in the fog 


KE 


- 7/28/2024 


47. 


I am here 

waiting in the desert 
that masquerades 

as an onion field 
the Venetian mask 
gives us a feeling 
of concealment 

yet we know 
espionage cracks 
like a dropped egg 
around these parts 
a sunflower rising 
towards a spy satellite 
not the Moon 

not yet the Moon 

or is it so 

have they placed 
their hidden radios 
upon Luna 

the pale glow 

the pale glow 

the Venetian mask 
could never 

conceal enough here 
seas of dust 

dust of seas 

dust of seas 

when the apocalypse 
of espionage 

and intelligence agencies 
is finally upon us 
eooseeduSt of seas 


KE 


- 7/19/2024 


48. 


At the wishing well 

I could see 

the glistening 

the glare 

of mysterious ideologies 
NOWeeeeehere and now 

in this day in age 

of radio subliminal influx 
NOWeeeeSOme times 

when I feel it 

the gravity 

of solar visualization 
what am I moving towards 
if anything at all 

do you understand 

the Federalist purpose 

I never could 

I rather see myself 

in a solitary place 

a small cabin 

by the sea 

my thoughts 

my thoughts 

my dreams 

my hopes 

everything gravitating 
and drifting 

out to sea 


KE 


- 7/19/2024 


49. 


I have walked 

upon plateaus 

of both woes 

and infinite 

morning light 

did you bring 

the jewels 

the wine 

is the candelabra glowing 
before your Byzantine eyes 
shall we walk together 

to the chapel 

to the altar 

to the tomb 

will you walk with me 

to find 

the shadow of the Moon 


KE 


- 7/19/2024 


50. 


Madness 

was dripping 

from the walls 

like sap 

like December rain 

and what did I know 
about anything 

beyond its 

burning presence anymore 
the sea-witch found me 
a long time ago 

and since then 

there has been 

no laughter from the sea 
that I've heard 

in the moonlight 

all my visions 

are now lost 

the walls take them 
and hide them 

in their labyrinths 


KE 


-7/25/2024 


51. 


Is it a day 

of light or shadow 
what does 

the sky tell us 
what do the clouds 
reveal 

is it a day 

of the rose 

or the thorn 

the serpent's eyes 
or the candle's 
horizon of infinity 
I am looking 

to my pocket watch 
the hour 

is full of crows 
of shell-candles 
glowing 

in Poseidon’s maze 
labyrinth of salt 
and sunken anchors 


EEE 


- 7/23/2024 


52. 


The stars themselves 
whisper 

through the radio ether 
of eternity 

I am always listening 

I am always listening 
to the poetry 

of the stars 

for of that light 

for of that light 

that a horizon 

of infinite candles 
could not compare 

there in that light 

I always discover 

the beginning 

and the end 

of the great song 
across the radio plateau 
of timeless ages 

now it is my time 

to speak my own poetry 
to the stars 

and to the sages of the stars 


KE 


- 7/23/2024 


55. 


To 
of 
twe 


a world 
five Suns 
nty moons 


seven rings 


the 
was 
to 
in 
of 


poem-si gnal 
sent 
arrive 

nine centuries 
Earth time 


so it was sent 


to 


anyone there 


who may be listening 


a p 
the 


oem sent across 
great and vast 


cosmic ocean 


a p 
whi 
of 
whi 


oem-signal 

ch held some essence 
a vision 

ch the poet had seen 


within his mind 


in 
to 
to 
to 
of 


and 


KEE 


- T 


nine centuries 

reach another world 

touch the sky 

touch the seven rings 

a world of five Suns 
twenty moons 


[25/2024 


54. 


Now do you see 

now do you see 

the once invisible tide 
rising in the vast 
radio sea 

and across the ether 

of a thousand 

mirrored worlds 

the horizon 

of a trillion 

radio stars 

upon these waves 

of frequency 

I may reach 

a distant world 

with my voice 

I may speak to those 

in another reality 

as these dreams of mine 
ever higher climb 

they climb beyond 

the illusion that is time 


KE 


- 7/25/2024 


55. 


I am going 

where many believe 

I cannot go 

to the edge 

of this reality 

the boundary 

the threshold 

beyond which 

there are stars 

and many other things 
many other places 
that are of the stars 
Iam going 

where many believe 

I cannot go 

for many simply 

do not believe 

in that which lies 
just beyond the threshold 
of all that is created 
in mystery 

of the stars 

and of time 


EEE 


- 7/27/2024 


56. 


So it begins again 

the madness 

of the previous day 
feels so faded away now 
the calm of morning 

has taken much of it away 
yet shall 

the cycle go on 

yet shall the cycle continue 
as it did the day before 
and the day before 

and so on 

in these recent days 
will I be strong enough 
wise enough 

to keep glowing 

the candle within 

to keep the shadows 
from prevailing 

by the twilight 

shall it be 

as the day before 

or will it be 

anew day of its own 


KE 


- 7/26/2024 


STe 


In a dimming sunlight 
these shadows grow 

like violets of memory 
soon a pale ethereal 
moonlight 

will psychically enchant 
the heart and souls 

of the seer-—poets 
consumed by their visions 
the dark hours 

will dance upon 

a mysterious ground 
through her eyes 

in her eyes 

I can see 

a thousand kingdoms 

of temptation 

and brokenness 


KE 


- 7/27/2024 


58. 


Let us chant here 

let us ask a thousand oracles 
what they have seen 

let us remember 

a billion reflections 
within a billion mirrors 
let us all drift 

to wherever the mind 

finds itself 

eternal songs 

heard on radio telescopes 
let us awaken 

each morning 

to the knowledge 

of heavenly spheres 

let us resonate 

with the whispers of nebulas 
now can you see 

now can you see 

all of this other world 

once thought forever invisible 
anew cartography 

is now dreamt of 

astral pillars standing 
anew light is seen 

that we've only 

ever heard of 

from our sacred scrolls 

we have imagined 

and now we have been blessed 
with visions 

ancient idols in the ocean 
lost time.....lost time 

a haze of old memories 
reborn again 

now we are transfixed 

we are aligned 

with transmissions 

from the radio heavens 


KE 


- 12/2018 


59. 


Such joy has touched 

the steel minotaur 

and the peacock feather eyes 
of mystical sequence 
candelabras 

lighting the epiphany 
my words 

are golden whispers 
drifting upon 

radio waves 

in the radio sea 

with so many 

angelic mind telegraphs 
received 

what is to be the bounty 
when the winds 

catch the sails 

of our souls 


KE 


- 12/2018 


60. 


The low hanging mist 

in the Pines at dawn 

to the undiscerning eye 

one might believe it simply 
an early mist....nothing more 
yet it is in truth 

so much more 

this mist in the Pines 

is in this world 

before your eyes 

and yet is not 

of this world 

it is a gateway mist 

a mist through which 

one may enter another realm 
if you examine 

your own memory 

if you remember 

back to days past 

those visions 

of your own imagination 
that sparkled before you 
like jewels 

though you may have since 
forgotten them 

they never truly 

faded away 

they are still out there 
still to be found out there 
if you wander 

into the mist at dawn 

in the Pines 


KE 


- 7/27/2024 


6l. 


Opulence 

at the opera house 
gaslight streets 

of the hymn 

windows open 

to nebulas of star-birth 
signs 

signals 

steel towers 
Saturnian 

at what great cost 
the cost too great 

a harvest of 

poetic sutras 

the oracle dancing in a cave 
belly of the beast 
born of battle 

in rising Sun 

in rising Sun 

never alone out here 
in this desert 
underneath 

the many eyes 

of the Pleiades 


KE 


- 2018 


62. 


The storm 

and the light 

the night and the tower 
of unnatural enchantment 
the tower by the dark sea 
the Moon above 

in radiance of a most 
pale desolation 

the orchid upon the pillar 
the pillar upon 

the ancient sand 

the ancient sand 

of a city of ruins 
dark....darkness 

where shadows 

have devoured 

all but for the light 
the light 

of the tower 

a most unnatural light 
the sight of which 
reverberates through 

the labyrinths 

of the soul 


8/3/2024 


64. 


